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Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Mar. My thankes fweec Madame. Is the winds Wsftcrly that 
biowes ? 

X««. South-weft. 

Mar, when I was borne:, the winde was North, 

X<w*. Waftfo? v 

Mar, My father, as Nurfe faith, did never feare, but cried 
good foa-men to. the Saylers, galling hi# Kingly hands hailino 
ropes, ancfclatping to the Mali, endured a fea that almoft burft 
the decks. 

Leon. When was, this ? . 

CMar, W hen. I, was borne, never was waves nor winde more 
violent:, and from theladder tackle-, Wafoes off a canvas clymer, 
ha, faith one, wile out i and with a dropping induftry they skip 
from fterne tofterne: the Boat-fwaine whittles, and the Matter 
calls and trebles their confufion. 

Leon. Come,fay, your prayers. 

Mar , What means you ? 

Leon, if you require, a little fpace for prayer, I grant it, pray; 
but be not tedious, for the gods are quicke of eare, and I am 
fworne t.o doe my worjke with hafte. 

Mar. Why, will you kill me \ 

,X^». Tafarisde my lady. . 


.iiyi win iu uunt lu any. uviug Licaturc . DCiecveiflG 

now, I never kild_a Moufe, nor hurt a Flic: I trod upon a worms 
once againft my will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, 
wherein my death might yeeld her any profiteer my life imply 
her any danger ? 

Leon. My Commiflion is riot to reafon of thedeed, butddo’t. 

C^lar. You will not doo’t for all the world, I hope : you are 
well favoured, and your Iookes fore-foe W you have a very gen- 
tle heart, I faw you lately when you caught hurt in parting 
two that fought : good-footh it foewd well in you, doe fo now, 
your Lady foekes my life, come youbetweene, and lave poore 
ane.the weaker. 

■Leon, I am fworne, and will difpatch, 

'BnttT 


Pericles Prince of Tyre , 

Enter 'Pirates . 
pirat, I . Hold villaine. _ 

hoard fodainl} . fitter Leonine, 


and they f°d thrown into tfac fea, 

on her not carry her aboard* d Ihe remain , 

Whom they have ravifot, muft by me oe ^ 

■ —I '■ jEnter the three Battels , 

c pander. TDttU, 

pl«Sr S Search the market narrowly* Metaline is foil of gal- 
lants, wee loft too much money this mart^by being too wench- 

k £and. We were never fo much out of creatures, w^e huc 
soore three, and they can do no more than they tando,and they 
with continuall aftion, are even as good as rotten. 

Pander-, Therefore lets have frefo ones what ere we pay tot 
them, if there be not a conscience to be uide in every trade, wee 

fliall never prefper. ... c ' .< 

•Band, Thou faieft true, tis notour bringing up of poore ba- 
ftards, as I thinkel have brought fome eleven. 

Boult. I to eleven, and brought them downe againe. 

But fhall I fear-ch the market? • 

Baud Whatelfeman . ? theftuffe we nave,aftrong wmde wilt 
blow it to peeees, they are fo pittifuily fodden. _ 

Pander. Thou faift true, there’s two unwholfome in confer- 
ence, the poore Tranfilvanian is dead that lay with the little 
baggedge. 

Benlt, I, foe quickly poupt him, foee made him roaft-meate 
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